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Hoe moft lain ent able TrttgeSt 

S pray you tcH my Lord and father Nladam, 
1 will not marrieyct,and when I do, I fweare 
It (hall be Romeo ,whom you know 1 hate 
Rather then Paris, thefc arc newes indeed* 

CM. Here comes your fachcr,tcll him fo your felfc; 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 
Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 
Ca. When the Suhftts, the earth doth drifledcaw, 
But for the Sunfet of my brothers fonne, 
It r^ins downright.How now a Conduit girl c,Vvhat ftiH i n tears 
Eucrmorc fhowringinone litlc bod) ? 
Thou countcfaits. A Barke,a Sea v i Wind: 
Forftill thy eycs,u hich I may call the fea, 
Doebbcand flowe withtearcs 3 thc Barkc thy body is: 
Say ling in this fait floud 3 thc windes thy fighes, 
Who raging with thy tcares and they with them, 
W ithout a fadden calme will ouerfet 
Thy teropeft toffed body.How now wife, 
Hauc you deliucred to her otir decree? 

La . 1 fir 5 but (he will none, ihc giue you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her g raue, 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with yttu wife, 
How will flic none? doth (he not giuc vs thanks.* 
Is fhe not proud'doth fhe not count her blcft, 
Vnworthy as fhe is ? that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride* 
/* Not proud you hauc,but thankful that you hauc; 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 
But thankfull euenfor hate,that is meant loue. 

C*.How,how,howhow,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
Proud and I thankc you,and 1 thankc you not, 
And yet not proud miftrdTc minion you? 
Thanke me no thankings,nor pioud me no prouds* 
But fettle your fine Ioynts gainit Thurfday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 
Or 1 will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 


vmilliam-Smak espeare Romeo and Juliet (stc 22323) lo 


ttffymeo-andluliet. 

Out you greene ficknefle earrion,om you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fic,fie,whatareyoumad? 

Iu. Good Fathcr,I befeech you on my knees, 
Hearc me with patience,but to fpeakc a word. 

F a. Hang thee young baggagc^difobcdienrwrctch, 
I tell thee what,gct thee to Church a Thurfday, 
Orncuerafterlookcmein the face. 
Spcakenot,rcplienot,do notanfwere me. 
My Angers itch y wife, we fcarce thought vs bleO^ 
That God had lent vs but this onely childe, 
But now I fee this one is one too much, 
And that wc haue a curfc in hauing her: 
Out on her hilding. 

Nnr. GodinhcauenblcfTcher: 
You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence fmatfer,wich your go/Hps go. 

Nur. Ifpcakenotrcafon, 
Father,6 Godigcden, 
May not onefpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fool c, 
Vtter your grauitie ore aGofhips bowle, 
For here wc need it not. 

W>. You arc too hot. 

Fa. Gods brcad,it makes mc mad, 
Day^nigh^hourc^tidctimc^worke^lay, 
Alone in companie,flill my care hath bene 
To haue her matcht,and h auing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 
Of faire demeanes,youthfull and nobly liand, 
Jtuft as they fay.with honourable parts, 
1 roportiond as ones thought would wifh a man, 
And then to haue a wretched pulingfoole, 
A winning mammct/m her fortune, tender, 
I o anfwcrc,ilcnot wed J cannot loue: 
100 young,! pray you pardon mc 


